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Holidays, the Saterday afternoon, ar^d the charming Custards
in a blind alley; I never considered the Confinement ten
hours a day, to nouns and verbs, thfe Terror of tke Rod, the
bloddy Noses, and broken shins."
Except for one or two such sentiments the letters do not
further reveal the character of Swift, which, though not likely
to become again the bogy of an hysterical Thackeray, remains
largely mysterious. For it is obvious that everything which was
considered most heartless and cynical in him can be viewed
as the attempts of a man with a terrible capacity for suffering
to escape from it. He was determined to be tough, to face with-
out euphoria the birthdays that brought Stella nearer ugliness
and himself nearer the grave, and his much-disputed "only
a woman's hair" is surely an example of the brutality with
which a man covers genuine grief; the antithesis, for instance,
to the way in which Sterne, a writer who could not be sure of
his feelings, would have treated it. The misanthropy of Swift
is, in fact, one side of the romantic dichotomy. No one is born
a Diogenes, or enters the world complaining of a raw deal.
One cannot hate humanity to that extent unless one has
believed in it; one must have thought man a little lower than
the angels before one can concentrate on the organs of elimina-
tion. The problem of Swift arises because we know so much
less of the cause of his disillusion, and of what he was like before
it, than is the case with other romantics and disappointed
idealists. We know, to take some examples, the effect of
Lesbia's infidelity on Catullus, of the great war on Celine, of
the Catholic Church on Joyce, of disease on Baudelaire, but we
do not know what happened to the lovable young man who
wrote the charming dedication to the Tale, of a Tub, The
shock of exile, and of losing power, terrible though it was, came
late in life; he was not jilted or betrayed, nor was his faith
of the kind whose loss would create an upheaval. The causes
which turned him against mankind, which made him hate its
guts, must, therefore, be sought in his ten years at the upper
servants' table as a secretary.
There can be nothing more galling for a young man than to